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Then, far off, at the river's bend, you see some-
thing white rising and falling rhythmically. There
they are ! Frantic shouting is going on all round.
The barrels opposite are forgotten.

c Come on, Cambridge !'

c Ox-FERD !   Ox-FERD !'

How slowly they seem to move ! Now and then
the sun catches the water falling from the oars.

c Please do let my little boy get near the front!'

A woman with despair in her voice pulls at your
coat. You take the lad and push him in front.
He displaces some one and you have a clear view.
(A good action rewarded !) Then the vile youth
removes his cap, and a tangle of hair leaps up
into the air almost a foot high, obscuring every-
thing. You could kill him ! The wind blows it
about.

Then, through his hair, you see the race. . . .

Cambridge, well ahead, are tearing through the
water, Oxford behind. Some expert says Oxford
are 'all in'. You cannot tell. To you it seems
that both crews are working like machines. There
is an uncanny clockwork precision about them.
They pass to a babel of shouting ! Behind them,
^keeping a splendid line, surges a rank of motor
launches, with cinema men turning handles, photo-
graphers frantically taking pictures, and bunches of
'Varsity men, hands in coat pockets, eyes glued on
the boats ahead. . . .

A minute , . . two minutes . . . pass. And then
the word ; Cambridge' comes in a great roar from
Mortlake. (Sometimes it is Oxford !) At Barnes
they catch the word and hurl it on to Hammer-
smith ; at Hammersmith Bridge they send it on to
Putney.
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